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HODSON. The valley ? Oh, I follow you : yes : Pm Mr
Broadbent's valet.

MATTHEW. Ye have an aisy time of it : you look purty
sleek. {With suppressed ferocity] Look at me ! Do / look
sleek ?

HODSON [sadly] I wish I ad your calth : you look as hard
as nails. I suffer from an excess of uric acid.

MATTHEW. Musha what sort o disease is zhouragassid ?
Didjever suffer from injustice and starvation ? Dhats the
Irish disease. It's aisy for you to talk o suffcrin, an you
livin on the fat o the land wid money wrung from us.

HODSON [coolly] Wots wrong with you, old chap ? Has
ennybody been doin cnnything to you ?

MATTHEW. Anythin timme ! Didnt your English masther
say that the blood biled in him to hear the way they put
a rint on me for the farm I made wid me own hans, and
turned me out of it to give it to Billy Byrne ?

HODSON. Ow, Torn Broadbent's blood boils pretty easy
over ennything that appens out of his own country. Dont
you be taken in by my ole man, Paddy.

MATTHEW [indignantly] Paddy yourself! How dar you
call me Paddy ?

HODSON [unmoved] You just keep your hair on and listen
to me. You Irish people are too well off: thats whats the
matter with you. [With sudden passion] You talk of your
rotten little farm because you made it by chuckin a few
stownesdahnahill! Well, wot price my grenfawther, I should
like to know, that fitted up a fuss clawss shop and built up
a fuss clawss drapery business in London by sixty years
work, and then was chucked aht of it on is cd at the end
of is lease withaht a penny for his goodwill. You talk of
evictions! you that cawnt be moved until youve run up
eighteen months rent. I once ran up four weeks in Lam-
beth when I was aht of a job in winter. They took the
door off its inges and the winder aht of its sashes on me,
and gave my wife pnoomownia. Pm a widower now!
[Between his teeth] Gawd ! when I think of the things we